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of the world!   Glory to Stalin, our beloved leader, whose
genius has solved the problem of Socialism in the U.S.S.R.

and who is leading the industrial Proletariat to victory!"

The Rykov, in which 1 sailed to Russia,1' was clue to
leave London Bridge at midnight, but before retiring we
learned that the crew had just discovered that the engine
was not in working order.

1 looked down a hatchway at 2 a.m. and saw gloomy
comrades in the bowels of the ship, smoking cigarettes
over a stripped cylinder-head. At noon next day we
dropped down river with the tide. But the engine was
not yet right. Any fool could hear that she was missing.
Sure enough she broke down again at Greenwich, and
again at Gravesencl, and again in the Kiel Canal, so that
we arrived in Leningrad thirty-six hours late.

Nor was this an exceptional occurrence, for a passenger
informed me that on the return journey the Rykov*$
engines collapsed for the usual twenty-four hours. Yet in
the "Lenin corner1' of the Rykov> where the Paged of
the Proletariat was enshrined in red bunting; there was
a graph showing that during the last eight months this
ship had rarely fallen below 5 per cent, of her maximum
efficiency!

On the Martina, a Volga steamer, the engines seemed
to be more or less efficient, but we started six hours late in
Gorki and arrived thirty-six hours late in Stalingrad,
The Responsible Worker in charge of the bathroom water
supply rarely remembered to turn it on. The decks were
never scrubbed, Brasswork was unpolished. Hawsers
were not flaked down* Litter was lying everywhere* 1
washed in a cracked basin from a leaky tap. The sanitary

* I am indebted to the editor of the Spectator for permission

to use certain passages from articles I wrote for that journal